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crossed the road to the Gardens on the other
side. These were simple Gardens, not like
Marybone or Bagnigge Wells, but they were
what Judith preferred. There were * Chinese '
benches, rough wooden tables, very childish
amusements with a pillory for a gentleman to sit
in until he was liberated by a kiss from a lady,
a maze in which lovers might be lost and a peep-
show rather the worse for wear and weather.
But soon Judith was attending to none of these
things, for sitting on the bench, her mouth open
with excitement at all the things and people to
see, her legs swinging, her eyes shining with
delight, she was aware that Georges, of his own
volition, had come to sit beside her, had his arm
around her, was pressing her to him. All the
world was forgotten in the heart-beating dis-
covery of that moment. He had come of his
own will, there in the public view, he who was so
shy of demonstration, of anything that could
attract general attention.

Wise from experience she showed no great
responsiveness, only moved a little closer to him.
But her heart was beating, and within herself she
was thinking: ' I must keep this in memory.
Whatever comes in the future nothing can take
this away!7

All she said aloud was: ' Oh, how hungry I
am 1 It is almost six, and we have eaten nothing
all day long/

* There was the cold pie/ he reminded her;
then he whispered in her ear: * Judy, do you
love me? *